CHAPTER XII
AN EPISODE, 1917

IT might have been thought that War, with its weeping
nights and solitary mornings, would have silenced rumour;
that the fearing and faint at home would have been in-
fected by the radiant and courageous abroad, and that
such unknown human sufferings as the world went
through in 1914 would have made men kind ; but it was
not so.

From the first day the cry went up tliat we were to
" hunt out the Germans in our midst/* and you had only
to suggest that the person you disliked for reasons either
social or political had German blood or German sym-
pathies and a witch-hunt was started as cruel and per-
sistent as any in the I4th century.

Our treatment of aliens was worse than that of any
of the Allies. We crushed their business, ruined their
homes, boycotted their families and drove their wives
into asylums. Not a voice was raised from Christian
pulpits; but Prelates were photographed on gun-carriages
chatting to soldiers on the glories of battle.

Whatever other wars accomplished for other people,
ours did not make us good.

A minor Minister was hounded out of public life
because his wife had gone to see the soldier son of an old
German friend of hers, who was imprisoned kere; an action
which stirred Mayfair to its foundations.

There are many fine texts on the subjects, but no
sermon was preached upon them.
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